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matched Collins is not a brilliant player (though he
is a tremendously hard hitter), but he is cool, patient,
watchful, impossible to ruffle or depress. When he
waits, his tall angular figure all tense, to kill a lob,
you know for a certainty that in another ten seconds
that lob will be lying dead on the court. Gregory is
far more erratic, but at the same time he is also a far
more brilliant and splendid performer. He is one of
the great personalities of the game. It does your heart
good to watch this burly and bouncing young man on
the court. He is by profession a doctor, and I seriously
advise him to send his more depressed patients to see
him in a doubles match. He is Elizabethan England
breaking out into lawn tennis. Chapman would have
roared his approval of him. No machine-like accuracy,
no clever little tactics, no examinations and lectures
for him. When he puts on his flannels, he leaves
science behind him, and arrives joyously at art. Time
after time, he can, with many a comical look of
despair, drive the ball into the net, hurling points
away. Time after time, he can serve faults. But then
he will suddenly do something huge and homeric,
whip up a Colossal drive, volley from some crazy angle,
and smash so that the ball bounces clean over the
stand. To play against him must be like trying to
argue with Dr. Johnson. The two Germans, the other
afternoon, were over-awed by him, but I suspect that
it was not merely those tremendous smashes of his
that did the trick, but that it was also his bounding
zest and his high spirits. His huge grin bewildered